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she laughingly answered: " Oh, I suppose it's a sign you are going to hear from Joe Barrett soon. If you do, I hope it won't be anything bad, poor fellow!" for mother liked the " big Irish boy," as she called him.
I fell asleep again, but was up and ready at nine fot our rather-foreign breakfast of coffee, rolls, and salad, Now in our partnership mother was^mistress of the house and I, doing the outside work, being the wage-winner was the man of the house, and as such had the master'j inalienable right to the morning paper with my coffee That the mistress  occasionally peeped at the headline; before the master rose was a fact judiciously ignored b; both, so long as the paper was ever found neatly foldel beside the waiting coffee-cup.   Imagine then my surpris when, coming into the room, I found my mother sitting a table with the badge of authority in her own hands, an my cup standing shorn of all its dignity.   She avoided m • eye, and hastily pouring coffee, said:   "Drink it whil i it's hot, dear, and — and I'll just glance at the paper    i moment/'
I sat back and stared, and I was just beginning 1 > laugh at our small comedy when I discovered th; t mother, she of the rock-steady nerves, was tremblinj . Without looking up, she said again: " Drink your co -fee — I'll give you the paper presently."
I sipped a little and watched. She was not reading a line. I put down the cup. " Mother," said I, " is the e anything in that paper that will interest me?"
She looked up hastily: "Drink your coffee, ai d I'll------"
"Is there?" I broke in.
Tears rose in her eyes. "Y-y-yes," she stammerc 1, " there is something here that will interest — rather tit it will grieve you, but if you would please take yo if coffee!"
I caught up the cup and emptied it at a draught, th n held out my hand. Mother gave me the paper and 1< ft the room; as her first sob reached my ear, I read: " Sti I*